70                                                          I'VESEED
I saw Gandhi in his ashram the next day, for that was
the reason for my coming to Bardoli. It was a little after
the midday meal, and with waiting I had become a little
impatient. An escort arrived to collect me.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
I said I was, although by now I should have preferred
the moment postponed. I had prepared a list of ques-
tions to ask Gandhi, but when I finally crossed the
threshold of his little house, my mind was almost blank.
He was sitting there on a mattress which was on a
low board in order to avoid the dampness of the ground.
Two secretaries were working quietly in a corner of the
room. A mass of papers surrounded him. Although I
had seen the Mahatma on numerous other occasions,
this was my first meeting with the man. His presence
radiated an unbelievable feeling of peace. The first
thing I noticed about him was that his body had a
strange pink glow about it, the sort of color one found
in a new-born babe.
He was reading a letter when I entered the room. He
did not look up until he had finished reading. Then he
laid the letter aside, picked up his watch and bade me
sit down on the larger mattress on which visitors sat.
"Twenty minutes is all I can give you," he said, hold-
ing the watch in his hand.
I didn't know how to begin.
"They have told me something about you," he said,
"but I think I know more about your family. Your
great-grandfather was among our earliest social
workers."
He was referring to Maiji's father.
"They put up a statue to him/' he said, "but statues
don't mean anything. A statue is of stone, a mere
dummy- It was the man who was great."